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Introduction

It has always been interesting to come back to 

Southwest Washington and see the great changes 

that have taken place since I first knew it .... since the 

1920ôs when I worked at the old Army Medical 

Museum, and then again, beginning in 1948, when our 

Public Health Service Graphics Section was moved to 

H E Wôs South Building.

My work has been in the graphic arts field all these 

years. Iôm a weekend and vacation landscape painter, 

and have always carried along a camera.

For several years ,in putting on this Southwest show, I 

shared the time with my old P. H. S. friend, Dana 

Doten. His chief interest was in the sociological side, 

in city planning; and in his information job heôs a 

master of the English language.



Before I retired in ó62, our old 

Virginia car pool used to be 

greeted this way at the District 

end of the 14th street bridge. 

Then weôd cut across the 

Southwest to our parking 

space, and on foot dodge the 

traffic to our several buildings



For years Iôd read about plans 

for ñredevelopingò Southwest 

Washington, but nothing ever 

seemed to happen. Then it did

....

A fine old 1870 house, with its 

Mansard roof, near Virginia or 

Maryland Avenues, would be 

abandoned; then the wreckers 

got to it, and suddenly it was 

gone. ñGee, some of this stuff 

ought to be painted,ò I would 

say. But by the time a weekend 

rolled around, it would be too 

late,...



For only this was leftða pattern

on an adjoining wall, and a 

scraggly little tree in front yard 

debris. These rectangles of color 

ðour ñplaying card patternò of 

wall-paper and paintð became a 

Southwest trademark.

After missing out on a few fine old 

houses, in early 1958 I began to 

use my trusty little camera, 

sometimes also during the week, 

and put together ideas for the 

history and other sketches.



As I got deeper into the project 

and its significance, a title 

suggested itself: the BULLDOZER

could symbolize the destruction of 

old Southwest; and the ROSE, 

really the perennial shrub, the 

Rose of Sharon, that grew 

profusely in fenced-in front yards -

could represent the human values, 

persistent human values, now so 

violently uprooted.



Then what a pleasure it was 

one day to bump into my friend 

Dana, also poking around, 

watching what happened to 

people, as the old town came 

down and the new one went up 

. . . in this so-called 

REDEVELOPMENT in 

Southwest Washington.



The Southwest Section is 

roughly one square mile in 

size, almost a triangle in 

shape. It is practically in the 

center of the Washington 

Metropolitan area; therefore 

it has geographical 

importance. No longer 

could it remain an economic 

ñwasteland.ò 

Across its top runs the Mall, 

Uncle Samôs ñFront Yard.ò



From the Capitol steps we look westward down the vast green 

ñlawnò of this showplace.



Past the Washington 

Monument in the 

middleé 



Tom Jefferson is just off the lefté



And Abraham Lincoln presides over the west end. Weôre 

all very proud of Uncle Samôs ñFront yardò.



Close-by the Capitol is this fountain in the Botanic 

Garden which edges over into the Southwest, a 

delightful spot of color, BUTé



About as far away, as from 

home plate on a baseball 

field to the left-fielderôs 

position, ANOTHER 

Southwest began: alley 

dwellings, poverty, outdoor 

privies ---two-thirds of old 

Southwest had outdoor 

priviesé



A wash hung out over a vacant lot; broken glass, 

weeds and stonesé



Paint peeling from desolate 

little row houses, but our 

Rose of Sharon in full 

bloom. For years the press 

made much of this 

anomaly, but neither the 

City nor Congress seemed 

to care.



The story goes way back, before

1800. Georgetown is already 

thriving. Hamburg, in Foggy 

Bottomò, is chiefly a real estate 

venture; Carrollsburg the same. 

ñJenkins Hillò rises where 

swampy Tyber Creek divided, 

the main stream going westward

to the Potomac, while some of 

its water goes southward, back 

of ñDuddington Pastureò, into 

James Creek and the 

confluence of the Potomac and 

the Anacostia. Thus the name 

ñThe Islandò, for it was ringed by 

water.



And The Island it would be called by generations of Southwest people. From 

among them Alexander Shepherd became Governor of the District of Columbia, a 

different ruling set-up than now. The Noyes family founded the ñEvening Starò. 

The late Charles Stanley White became a famous surgeon and a founder of D. C. 

Doctorôs Hospital; his brother also nicknamed ñDocò, a World Series pitching star 

for the old Chicago White Sox. The record goes on and on.

Some less adventurous people never left The Island, between 

cradle and grave. (Similarity, Cadeôs Cove, Tenn., in the Great 

Smokies)



In the 1850ôs the bed of 

old Tiber Creek became 

an extension of the C & 

O. Canal. At the foot of 

Jenkins Hill, on which the 

new Capitol was under 

construction, one branch 

of the Canal followed 

James Creek to the 

Arsenal on the point; 

another to the Anacostia 

with its deeper water, 

where ships could dock.



Hereôs the view down the wide Potomac from Greenleaf Point, 

or Buzzards Point near-by; here Indian chiefs once pow-

wowed, and LôEnfantôs idea for a fort was carried out.



Fort McNair today. 

ñGeneralsô Rowò 

across the green. Big 

military names have 

trained and lived here. 

Tragedy recorded in 

1814 (when the British 

burned Washington); 

again with a munitions 

explosion during the 

Civil War.


